require the moment you have it. In all other matters mind
your own business. You understand?5 He hung up abruptly.

The man who owned the grocery shop which accommo-
dated the post office was looking at me curiously. In my
anxiety to impress Beghin with the importance of dis-
coveries I must have raised my voice. I scowled at him
and left the shop.

Outside, red in the face with heat and annoyance, was
my detective. As I stalked off furiously up the street he
lumbered along at my elbow hissing in my ear that I
owed him eighty-five centimes plus pourboirt, one franc,
twenty-five in all. I had commanded the limonade gazeusey
he kept repeating, it was my duty to pay for it. He him-
self would not have ordered a limonade gazeuse unless I
had invited him to do so. He was not allowed expenses by
the government. I must pay the one franc, twenty-five.
There was eighty-five centimes for the limonade gazeuse
with a pourboire of eight sous only in addition. He was
a poor man. He knew his duty. He would not be bribed.

I scarcely heard him. So I was to question the guests
and find out which of them had cameras! It was madness.
Obviously the spy would take fright and leave. Beghin
was a fool and I was in his hands. My whole existence
depended upon him. Mind my own business! But the
capture of the spy was my business. I had everything to
lose if he escaped. One had always heard that Intelligence
Departments were noted for their stupidity. Here was
evidence of that fact. If I had to trust myself to Beghin
and the Department of Naval Intelligence in Toulon my
chances of getting to Paris on Monday were remote. No,
I would do my own thinking. It was safer. Schimler and
KSche must be unmasked. And I must do the unmask-
ing. I would carry out my plan as I had originally intended,
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